Everything in my little memories seems to run askew; obvi-
ously I ought to have been extremely stirred and broadened by
this earliest association with a boy of my own age! Yet I cannot
truly say that it was so. Benny's mother possessed what seemed
to me a vast domain, with lawns winding among broad shrub-
beries, and a kitchen-garden, with aged fruit-trees in it. The
ripeness of this place, mossed and leafy, was gratifying to my
senses, on which the rawness of our own bald garden jarred.
There was an old brick wall between the two divisions, upon
which it was possible for us to climb up, and from this we
gained Pisgah-views5 which were a prodigious pleasure. But I
had not the faintest idea how to 'play'; I had never learned, had
never heard of any 'games'. I think Benny must have lacked
initiative almost as much as I did. We walked about, and shook
the bushes, and climbed along the wall; I think that was almost
all we did do. And, sadly enough, I cannot recover a phrase
from Benny's lips, nor an action, nor a gesture, although I re-
member quite clearly how some grown-up people of that time
looked, and the very words they said.

For example, I recollect Miss Wilkes very distinctly, since I
studied her with great deliberation and with a suspicious
watchfulness that was above my years. In Miss Wilkes a type
that had hitherto been absolutely unfamiliar to us obtruded
upon our experience. In our Eveless Eden, Woman, if not
exactly hirsuta et horrida,6 had always been 'of a certain age*.
But Miss Wilkes was a comparatively young thing, and she
advanced not by any means unconscious of her charms. All
was feminine, all was impulsive, about Miss Wilkes; every
gesture seemed eloquent with girlish innocence and the playful
dawn of life. In actual years I fancy she was not so extremely
youthful, since she was the responsible and trusted headmistress
of a large boarding-school for girls, but in her heart the joy of
life ran high. Miss Wilkes had a small, round face, with melting
eyes, and when she lifted her head, her ringlets seemed to
vibrate and shiver like the bells of a pagoda. She had a charming
way of clasping her hands, and holding them against her bodice,
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